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desert surroundings, has "a more compact survey of early
Renaissance architecture than is to be obtained in most
Italian towns."
We should have very much liked to detour there, but still
had a little feeling that we had better keep on to our night's
stop while Nicolette was in the mood. Attractions leaped
on every side of us, as they do at such times; to westward,
over especially wild hills, was the walled town of Montalcino,
which during the siege of Siena had been besieged for two
months by the army of Cosimo, Giordana Orsino defend-
ing it ''with the utmost valor, and heroically supported by
the inhabitants/' The French and Italian fleets at last ap-
peared off southern Italy, however, and "the Spanish com-
mander was forced to raise the siege; he burned his lodgings
and started south to defend Naples.
From Monte Oliveto we had seen the "heroic towers*1
rising; they were hidden by mountains, now.
Our road twisted and climbed, till we were nearly 3,000
feet up; Monte Amiata just opposite, clear and blue and
beautiful, with its forests and little towns. Being the highest
peak in Tuscany, it gives "an admirable survey of the whole
country between the Tyrrhenian Sea, the Apennines and
the Ciminian Forest." Now we had never heard of any
Ciminian Forest, though it sounded frightfully pleasant (as
forests are all too few in Italy); we were enlightened to find
that it lay about 50 miles south of us on the slopes of Monte
Cimino. Near Monte Amiata, too, there are beautiful woods
on the way to Vivo, "a suppressed Camaldulensian monastery,
now the property of Count Cerrini.",
Oh, these Italian names! we could never have enough of
them. They are a romance in themselves. We stopped at a
high place near Radicofani to let Nicolette cool a minute, and
to look at maps, and were enchanted with our environment,
linguistic as well as actual. . . . Camaldulensian, we agreed,
is a lovely word, though we did not know its monastery;
there was one somewhat of that sound at Camoldi, to
the north of Rome in the Albanian hills, but we soon dis-